New  Baseball  Values 


SHOES 

Sprint  Model 
3 pc.  Sole 
Steel  Plate  in  Sole 
Good  Leather 
Uppers 

Guaranteed  Spikes 

$/^.25 

Sold  only  at  Rosenbaums 

Others  from  $2.95  to  $6.95 


UNIFORMS 

FOR  TEAMS 

5 pc.  complete 
All  Lettered 

$4.85 

Others  to  $15.00 


Bill  Werber 
Glove 

Genuine  Cowhide 
Full  Leather  Lined 
Roll  Bound 
Welted  Seams 
Two  Tunnel  Loops 
New  V Back 
Laced  Heel 

*«95  QESNE 

* VALUE 

Other  1938  Models 

CHAS.  GEHRINGER 

RABBIT  MARANVILLE 
WALTER  JOHNSON 
GOOSE  GOSLIN 
CHUCK  KLEIN 
JOE  CRONIN 
From  95c  to  $9.00 


BALLS 

GENUINE  OFFICIAL 
LEAGUE  BALLS 

$j25 


Major  League 

$1.00 

Semi-Pro 

.79 

Class  A 

.59 

League 

.39 

Regulation 

.25 

Real  Values 


BATS 

LOUISVILLE  SLUGGERS 

1938  Line 

35c  to  $2.10 


Caps  25c  to  75c  Sweat  Shirts  65c  Supporters  30c 

Baseball  Under  Shirts  75c  to  $1.75  Odd  Pants  $1.50  to  $3.00 


TENNIS 


GOLF 


BANCROFT  DUNLOP  KENT 
MAGNAN  CORTLAND 

NEW  1938  MODELS 
Strung  with  Gut  or  Silk 
STRINGING  DONE  HERE 


SHORTS  SNEAKERS  SLACKS 
SWEATERS  VISORS  GRIPS 
COVERS  PRESSES 


McGregor  Clubs 
Buhrke  Clubs 
New  1938  Models 
AS  LOW  AS 

$225 


Irons  Flanged 
Sole  Oval  Grips 
Steel  Shaft 
All  Latest  Features 
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GUARDIANS  OF  DEMOCRACY 


We  live  in  a rapid  age.  All  about  us  we  sense  and,  through  the  newsreels,  we 
see  history  being  made  in  a fast-moving,  palpitant  chain  of  events.  Even  as  this  is 
written,  governments  fall,  nations  triumph,  the  bombs  of  war  burst  in  their  hate 
and  fury.  The  wires  sing  with  news ; the  rapid  fire  of  the  pressroom  typewriter  is 
never  silent ; the  crescendo  of  the  newsboy  is  still  more  loud.  And  we,  enriched 
with  an  introduction  to  the  vast  field  of  world  affairs,  are  eager  to  learn  facts;  to 
interpret  them.  We  are  eager  to  keep  up  to  date  our  knowledge  of  contemporary 
events.  Yet  when  we  turn  to  the  press,  our  only  means  of  so  doing,  what  a muddle 
we  find. 

Each  journal  finds  it  necessary  to  paint  a different  picture.  If  one  reaches  a 
single  journal,  his  knowledge,  his  opinion  of  a certain  subject  will  be  strong — but 
only  in  the  light  which  that  journal  chooses  to  cast  on  the  subject.  Whether  that 
light  be  true  or  false  seems  to  be  incidental  and  irrevelant.  If  one  reads  a variety 
of  journals,  poor  fellow,  he  may  become  a confused  derelict.  Journal  A refutes 
Journal  B’s  story,  printed  as  “'straight”  news*  As  for  the  staff  of  Journal.  C,  they 
turn  the  story  inside  out.  To  interpret  these  distorted  facts,  one  must  be  a genius 
- — and,  unfortunately,  there  are  very  fewgeniuses  among  us. 

“But,”  cry  the  editors,  “that’s  what  the  Public  wants — good  reading.”  Good 
reading!  Forget  the  facts,  so  long  as  the  account  makes  good  reading!  It’s  about 
time  somebody  told  these  editors  that  the  Public  is  getting  tired  of  this  “bunk”  and 
“hokum.”  Our  patience  has  been  stretched  a little  too  far.  Perhaps  the  Public  has 
come  to  underrate  every  statement  they  read,  realizing  that  it  has  been  touched  up ; 
but  isn’t  there  some  remedy  for  the  situation? 

The  type  referred  to  above  is  more  or  less  harmless.  Now  we  come  to  the 
“crusading”  editors,  who  feel  it  is  their  duty  to  defeat  a measure  or  to  down  some 
cause  which  is,  in  their  opinion,  unjust.  They  must  do  this,  even  if  they  have  to 
exaggerate  and  distort  the  facts.  Of  course  this  is  always  done  “pro  bono  publico” 
or  “if  our  democracy  is  to  be  preserved.” 

“If  our  democracy  is  to  be  preserved” — boloney!  It  is  about  time  our  news- 
papers woke  up.  Today  they  are  one  of  our  most  influential  social  organs.  Dis- 
torted facts,  “good  reading,”  veiled  statements, — is  this  living  up  to  the  great  trust 
which  is  yours?  Americanism  is  something  that  comes  natural  to  anyone  who  lives 
in  America  ; we  don’t  need  it  drummed  into  us.  “Freedom  of  the  Press”  is  essential 
for  democracy;  so  is  “Freedom  from  the  Press.”  Your  spot  rival,  Radio,  which  is 
fast  overtaking  you,  cannot  censure  you — that  would  be  unsportsmanlike.  1 he 
government  can’t  censure  you — that  would  be  “dictatorship.”  Who  can,  then? 
You  are,  like  the  problem  child,  spoiled  in  your  early  existence  by  having  been  left 
too  much  alone.  Censure — you  must — yourselves.  Let  criticism  come  from  within, 
and  let  it  be  constructive  criticism  ! 

About  face,  newspapers!  Some  day  we  may  really  need  to  put  our  trust  in 
you.  For  the  present,  build  up  respect,  so  that  we  may  be  able  to  do  so  with  con- 
fidence. 


C.  H.  S. 
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HAMLET 


On  Thursday  and  Friday  evenings, 
April  7 and  8,  the  Public  Latin  School 
Dramatics  Club,  aided  by  the  Girls’  Latin 
School  Dramatics  Club  presented  its  ver- 
sion of  Shakespeare’s  “Hamlet.” 


The  Auditorium  was  filled  on  both 
nights.  The  audience  (which,  unfortu- 
nately, was  none  too  appreciative)  prob- 
ably expected  the  usual  amateur  produc- 
tion— and  was  agreeably  surprised.  The 
best  thing  of  the  evening  was  the  acting 
of  the  title  role  by  William  M.  Goulding, 


’37.  All  present  were  unanimous  in  their 
agreement  that  he  put  on  a superb  per- 
formance. 

The  other  principals  likewise  distin- 
guished themselves  by  excellent  acting. 
These  included  : Frank  A.  Grenier,  ’39,  as 
Horatio;  Albert  C.  Joyce,  P.G.,  as  the 
Ghost ; Richard  T.  Powers,  P.G.,  as  King 
Claudius ; Franklin  N.  Flaschner,  ’39,  as 
Laertes ; Bernice  Y.  Lewis,  ’39,  as  Queen 
Gertrude;  Alice  Jewell,  ’38,  as  Ophelia; 
and  Lincoln  Reed,  ’39,  as  Polonius. 


It  can  truthfully  be  said  that  most  of 
those  who  attended  either  performance 
of  Hamlet,  were  pleased  and  perhaps 
surprised  at  the  excellence  of  the 
performance. 

As  Mr.  Powers  himself  remarked  at 
one  of  our  assemblies,  our  schoolboy 
performances  have  shown  themselves  to 
be  artistic,  polished  and  worth  seeing. 

We  include  several  photographs  taken 
during  the  performance. 


Allen  M.  Scher,  ’38 
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THE  CLASS 

On  Tuesday,  April  26,  the  Class  of 
1938  held  its  banquet.  This  dinner,  as 
Mr.  Levine  later  pointed  out,  was  the 
first  of  a long  series  of  annual  meetings. 
Unfortunately,  Mr.  Powers  was  unable 
to  remain,  but  his  short,  pithy  address  left 
the  boys  with  a greater  feeling  of  ease 
before  the  line  of  Class  I masters.  Then 
came  the  “eats,”  followed  by  Mr.  Dunn, 
our  Mr.  Dunn,  who  was  acting  as  toast- 
master. The  banquet  was  distinguished 
by  its  speakers,  all  of  whom  were  able  to 
hold  the  attention  of — and  to  delight — 
the  listeners  without  difficulty.  Mr. 
Bowker  proved — with  many  variations — 
that  mathematics  crops  up  in  every-day 
life.  (And  how!)  Mr.  Levine  told 
Mover  what  he  was  up  against  (and  in 

DECLAMATION 

As  time  marches  on.  it  is  necessary  for 
Latin  School  boys  to  put  in  more  and 
more  work,  lest  they  fall  by  the  wayside. 
As  a result  of  the  increasing  amount  of 
study  necessary  to  remain  a member  of 
the  Latin  School,  outside  interests  are 
sadly  neglected.  Until  now  there  have 
been  few  important  results  of  this  ever- 
growing drudgery.  It  is  true  that  some 
boys  have  been  forced  to  give  up  knitting. 
Others  have  been  unable  to  join  the  Dra- 
matics Club  in  order  to  meet  its  female 
members  (page  Ophelia!).  Others 
(thank  Heaven  !)  have  been  unable  to  join 
the  Glee  Club.  Class  I fellows  are  unable 
to  join  clubs  but  must  seek  out  the  secre- 
taries of  these  organizations  and  have 
them  add  their  names  to  the  record. 
O’Gorman  and  McBournie  complain  that 
they  no  longer  have  time  to  make  fudge. 
These  things  are,  however,  relatively 
unimportant. 

It  is  important  that  a prized  and  be- 
loved institution  of  our  school  has  of  late 
been  sorely  treated.  We  realize  how 
great  is  your  love  for  Declamation.  We 
see  it  endangered.  We  rush  to  its  rescue. 


BANQUET 

for),  and  Mr.  Glover,  as  guest  of  honor, 
gave  a speech  to  prove  that  he  was  in- 
capable of  making  speeches.  The  thing 
which  disappointed  him  (he  said)  was 
that,  although  an  honorary  member  of  the 
class,  he  would  receive  no  diploma.  But 
cheer  up,  classmate ! Mayhap  it  can  be 
arranged!  . . . Incidentally,  if  you  turn 
to  the  “School  Notes”  column  (written 
before  the  banquet)  you  will  see  a nota- 
tion that  “positively  no  free  cigars  will  be 
given.”  This  is  right  and  wrong:  accord- 
ing to  the  Committee,  everyone  got  free 
cigars.  But  according  to  us,  who  smoked 
them,  oakum  is  oakum,  whether  wrapped 
in  a dry  leaf  or  not ! 

R.  W.  A. 

MUST  NOT  DIE 

Please  do  not  rise  in  protest  when  we 
make  the  astounding  remark  that  LATIN 
SCHOOL  BOYS  ARE  NOT  ALL 
PERFECT  ! ! This  is  proven  by  the  fact 
that  in  rare  instances  boys  have  forgotten 
their  pieces  in  regular  declamation.  That 
was  before  our  lessons  were  too  many. 
Then  it  did  not  happen  often.  Then  it 
was  funny  ! Now  it  is  tragic. 

Our  declaimers,  our  orators,  our  bud- 
ding Ciceros,  the  verbal  backbone  of  our 
Alma  Mater,  have,  in  Declamation  Com- 
petition and  even  before  the  very  school 
in  the  very  Assembly  Hall,  neglected  to 
remember  their  pieces.  A brilliant  and 
famous  member  of  our  Senior  Class  was 
forced  to  apply  himself  so  diligently  to 
his  textbooks  that  he  had  no  time  to  learn 
his  piece  for  Declamation  Competition. 
Yea,  he  was  forced  to  tear  out  great  hand- 
fuls of  his  red  hair  (while  his  ears  turned 
red)  in  an  effort  to  remember  “The 
Highwayman.”  It  makes  no  difference 
that  this  declaimer  had  recited  “The  High- 
wayman” twelve  times  before.  Two  ven- 
erable and  esteemed  members  of  our 
Sixth  Class  have,  owing  of  course,  to  the 
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superhuman  amount  of  study  required  of 
them,  forgotten  their  pieces  in  full  view 
of  the  entire  membership  of  classes  IV, 
V and  VI.  There  are  many  other  in- 
stances of  this  sort  of  thing.  Shall  we  let 
this  evil  continue?  “No!”  we  exclaim, 
and  the  mighty  answer  comes  back  (it 
makes  no  difference  what  the  answer  is). 
We  are  moved  by  this  response.  We 
address  our  masters. 

Sir,  look  about  yourself.  Notice  the 
wan  faces  of  the  young  intellectuals  who 


listen  attentively  to  your  every  word.  See 
the  heavy  black  rings  under  their  eyes. 
(They  didn’t  all  “walk  into  a door.”)  All 
these  evidences  of  excessive  study  are 
suffered  for  you.  Look  at  the  skinny  fel- 
low in  the  last  row  ; he  studies  so  much  he 
hasn’t  time  to  eat.  Pity  the  poor  declaimer 
who  has  not  time  to  learn  his  piece.  Tem- 
per the  justice  of  your  assignments  with 
mercy.  Otherwise  Declamation  and  Latin 
School  boys  may  gasp  their  last. 

Allen  Seller , ’38 


FROM  OUR  ENVOY  ABROAD 


. . . The  S.S.  Khandalla  is  moored 
amidstream  on  the  muddy  Rangoon  River, 
opposite  the  city  of  Rangoon.  This  is  an 
interesting  and  colorful  city,  situated  on 
the  Road  to  Mandalay,  the  capital  of 
Murrna.  For  two  miles,  up  and  down  the 
river,  ships  from  many  nations  are  an- 
chored, while  gaily  colored  sampans  and 
lighters,  with  their  single  leg-o’-mutton 
sails,  pass  in  and  out  between  the  freight- 
ers. Most  of  these  ships  are  here  because 
it  is  the  season  for  shipping  rice.  Our 
boat  is  to  carry  four  thousand  five  hun- 
dred tons  of  this  gain,  forty  thousand 
sacks,  from  Rangoon  to  Singapore. 

The  bags,  each  weighing  two  hundred 
and  twenty-two  pounds,  are  being  loaded 
from  lighters  alongside  by  small,  muscu- 
lar, brown  men.  While  loading,  one  sings 
and  the  others  join  in  on  the  chorus.  Al- 
though these  half -naked  men  only  earn, 
for  a nine  hour  day,  one  rupee,  twelve 
annas,  they  can  retire  at  the  end  of  ten 
years  to  Caromandel  in  south  India  from 
where  they  come.  Their  only  food  is  rice, 
occasionally  with  curry.  It  seems  impos- 
sible that  they  can  work  so  hard  on  such 
a diet. 

When  landing,  I was  surrounded  by 
many  ricksaws,  all  their  cheerful 
drivers  asking  me  to  ride  with  them.  To 
the  Shwe  Dagon  Pagoda,  the  largest  and 
most  beautiful  of  the  many  pagodas  in 


Rangoon,  I took  a rickshaw,  passing 
through  the  main  part  of  the  city,  a large 
prosperous  place.  The  streets  for  many 
miles  are  lined  by  small  shops,  which  open 
upon  the  sidewalk.  When  I turned  onto 
the  long  avenue  which  leads  to  the  pagoda, 
a tall  slender  cone  overlaved  in  the  gold- 
leaf  rose  before  me.  At  the  foot  of  the 
long  flight  of  stairs  to  the  pagoda,  I was 
obliged  to  take  off  shoes  and  stockings, 
because  it  is  a sacred  place.  On  the  stairs 
are  many  small  shops,  where  Buddhists 
can  purchase  offerings  for  the  shrines, 
such  as  flowers,  little  parasols,  and 
trinkets.  On  the  top  of  the  flight  of 
stairs  is  a diamond-shaped  pavillion  in  the 
center  of  which  stands  the  glistening 
pagoda  surrounded  by  a multitude  of 
small  shrines.  On  the  outside  are  many 
stone  shrines  overlooking  the  jungle  coun- 
try. Picturesque  Burmese  girls  dressed 
in  colorful  skirts  and  close-fitting  blouses 
pray  before  the  stone  images  of  Buddha 
in  the  temples.  They  powder  their  faces 
white,  and  usually  carry  red  parasols ; it 
is  no  uncommon  sight  to  see  them  smoke 
large  cigars  called  “cheroots.” 

Robert  Regan,  ’42 

Ed.  note:  This  is  more  than  an  imagi- 
native description ; it  is  the  greater  part 
of  a letter  written  from  the  middle  of 
‘ ro  und-th  e-worl d trip . 
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AN  AFTERNOON  AT  THE  LIBRARY 


Two  weeks  ago  today  the  teacher  as- 
signed a book  report  due  tomorrow.  But 
you  have  not  read  the  book  as  yet.  Not 
only  haven’t  you  read  it,  but  you  haven’t 
even  got  it.  . . . You’ve  been  putting  it  off 
for  a while  now,  but  a hurried  examina- 
tion of  the  family  book-shelf  and  even 
your  own  personal  supply  of  pulps  dis- 
closes that  the  book  in  question  ...  is  not 
there.  You  must  face  it — it  is  the  library 
— or  death  in  the  book  report. 

Now,  some  may  raise  their  brows  and 
virtuously  ask  what  all  the  fuss  is  about. 
What  is  bad  about  getting  a book  from 
the  library?  They  have  the  good  luck  to 
live  in  the  suburbs,  where  there  are 
branch  libraries.  It  is  a simple  matter  to 
procure  a book  from  one  of  those.  Not 
so  we  city  slickers. 

Let  us  put  ourselves  (though  with  in- 
surance against  staying  put)  in  your 
place.  Madly  we  commandeer  a taxi,  and 
in  about  twenty  minutes  we  pull  up  in 
Copley  Square.  Conquering  an  impulse 
to  “wash  our  hands”  in  the  Copley  Plaza, 
so  that  we  can  get  a glimpse  of  the  visit- 
ing Yankees  on  their  day  off,  we  enter  the 
magnificent  portals  of  learning. 

Our  first  stop  is  the  Reference  Room. 
This  is  one  of  the  more  tricky  details  in 
getting  a book  from  the  library.  We 
must  know  three  things  : ( 1 ) the  name, 
last  name  first  (do  not  look  for  Dickens 
under  “Charles”)  and  correctly  spelled; 
(2)  the  name  of  your  book,  and  if  it  has 
a “The”  for  the  first  word  of  the  title,  dis- 
regard it,  but  look  for  the  next  important 
word  (we  had  difficulty  finding  Mary 
Roberts  Rhinehart's  book,  “K,”  but  we 
finally  bought  the  book  from  a department 
store,  anyway)  ; and  (3)  that  the  above 
requirements  are  correct. 

At  first  we  have  a hard  time,  but  we  are 
now  beginning  to  warm  up  to  our  subject. 
The  tables  in  the  room  will  be  occupied ; 
so  don’t  bother  pulling  the  drawers  all  the 


way  out.  We  wonder  whether  our  book 
will  be  under  “Plays”  or  “Drama.”  There 
is  only  one  way  to  find  out  . . . put  our 
finger  in  one  row  of  cards  and  open  the 
other  drawer.  Now  we  have  pulled  out 
all  the  drawers  except  one,  and  that’s 
stuck.  A little  strength  will  do  the  trick. 
. . . Guess  we’ll  have  to  put  our  foot 
against  the  wall  and  . . . PULL ! 

There  is  a resounding  crash  and  we  are 
buried  under  the  cabinet  and  its  various 
drawers.  Now  we  notice  the  sign: 

“Don’t  Pull  all  Drawers  Out  at 
One  Time” 

Poor  fools ! how  do  they  expect  us  to 
know  why  we  shouldn’t?  We  retire,  our 
tails  between  our  legs,  having  at  last 
found  our  card.  It  was  on  top  all  the 
time.  We  note  that  the  call-slips  are  very 
inquisitive,  but  fill  them  out  nevertheless. 
Taking  our  slips  to  the  desk,  we  hand 
them  to  the  clerk  and  watch  in  horror  as 
they  are  thrown  into  a hopper  and  are  sent 
coursing  up  the  wall,  along  the  ceiling, 
around  window  casings,  back  again,  and 
begin  the  same  circuit,  to  disappear  with 
an  eerie  squawk  into  a mess  of  wires  and 
blue  sparks.  We  are  told  to  wait,  and  we 
do  so  meekly,  cowed  by  this  goddess  who 
controls  the  celestial  system  of  wires  and 
pulleys.  After  waiting  twenty  minutes 
( we  could  have  been  downstairs  and  back 
twelve  times  in  this  interval)  our  name  is 
called,  followed  by  a titter  of  laughter. 
Our  escapade  with  the  reference  cabinet 
has  not  been  forgotten.  Eagerly,  but 
with  averted  eyes,  we  rush  to  the  desk,  to 
be  told  the  book  is  out.  We  leap  to  the 
window,  stand  poised  for  a moment  over 
Copley  Square,  and  hurl  ourselves  out 
into  space.  Our  suicidal  attempt  ends  in 
an  open  truck,  which  happens  to  be  carry- 
ing mattresses. 

But  just  suppose,  for  the  fun  of  it,  that 
the  clerk  tells  us  our  book  is  in.  Amidst 
the  envious  stares  of  the  room,  we  march 
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off  to  the  “Open  Shelf’’  room.  As  we  go 
down  the  stairs  we  hear  a crescendo  of 
crashing  reference  cabinets.  We  pause  at 
the  door  to  the  Open  Shelf  room,  contem- 
plating the  thought  of  playing  a Merry- 
Andrew  and  delving  among  the  hack  num- 
bers of  the  Baseball  Magazine  in  the  pe- 
riodical room,  but  duty  and  the  threat  of 
a zero  in  the  book  report  conquers.  Ah, 
we  say,  we  shall  have  plenty  of  time  for 
that  when  we  have  gotten  our  book.  Fate 
laughs  a cracked  laugh,  and  the  scales  of 
justice  clatter  in  confusion. 

“Uh  . . .”  we  address  the  clerk  at  the 
first  desk,  “here !”  and  we  hand  her  our 
slip.  She  looks  at  it,  draws  a circle 
around  the  number  at  the  top,  and  hands 
the  slip  hack  to  us.  We  gaze  stupefied  at 
it.  She  feels  called  upon  to  make  some 
sort  of  explanation  for  her  cryptic 
symbol. 

“That  hook  is  out,”  she  states. 

“But,  they  said  it  was  in  upstairs !”  we 
expostulate. 

She  sneers.  “Oh,  them!”  she  says, 
curling  her  lip.  “They  don’t  know  what 
they’re  doing  up  there.”  We  feeled  in- 
clined to  agree  with  her.  She  notes  the 
stark,  hopeless  expression  of  despair  on 
our  face.  “You  may  look  around  for  it 
if  you  like,”  she  says,  madly  stamping  a 
card  in  front  of  her  in  her  embarrassment. 
We  thank  her  and  set  off  to  find  the  book. 
For  a moment  our  gloom  is  lifted  by  the 
sight  of  an  elderly  gentleman  in  spats 
tugging  at  a book,  while  he  stabs  a fat 
lady  in  the  calf  of  the  leg  with  the  end  of 
his  umbrella,  which  is  hooked  over  his 
forearm.  Hot  words  follow,  and  the 
elderly  gentleman  slinks  off  without  his 
book  upon  the  appearance  of  the  fat 
woman’s  husband. 

Soon  our  laughter  changes  to  despair, 
for  there  are  about  five  long  shelves 
reaching  to  the  ceiling,  and  the  books  are 
all  jumbled.  We  are  as  likely  to  find  a 
novel  in  the  zoology  section  as  to  find 
A500zq2j/2  beside  A500zq3.  Again  we 


call  upon  the  librarian  for  help.  After  an 
hour,  with  the  help  (or  hindrance)  of 
nine  assistant  librarians,  all  of  whom 
swear  up  and  down  that  the  book  is  out, 
we  find  the  book  ourselves. 

Proudly  we  bear  the  precious  book  to 
the  desk  to  have  it  stamped.  There  is  no 
one  there,  for  they  are  all  off  on  the  hunt 
for  the  book.  Finally,  one  returns,  shak- 
ing her  head.  “I’m  afraid  that  book  is 
out,  sonny,”  she  declares.  “Maybe  you’d 
like  something  else?”  We  decide  not  to 
upset  their  faith  in  the  infallibility  of 
their  pulley  and  block  system,  and  say 
we’ve  found  something  else  ...  to  let  the 
other  book  go.  She  sighs  in  relief  and 
says,  “Fine.”  She  looks  the  book  over, 
shakes  it,  takes  up  three  stampers  and  two 
pencils,  and  goes  to  work  on  the  card  and 
record  slip.  Suddenly  her  smile  freezes, 
she  drops  the  stampers  and  hande  me  back 
the  card. 

“You  can’t  have  this  book.  You  have 
a junior  card.  Junior  cards  are  not  usable 
in  this  section.  You  may  get  anything 
you  wish  in  the  children’s  section.” 

Aghast  we  make  a grab  for  the  card. 
It  is  all  too  true.  ...  In  our  hurry  to  get 
off  to  school  this  morning  we  took  our 
younger  brother’s  card  by  mistake.  We 
are  limited  to  stories  about  Peter  Rabbit 
and  Young  Folks  from  Foreign  Lands. 
Protestations  are  of  no  avail.  Rules  is 
Rules. 

We  try  to  reason  with  the  librarian,  but 
she  says  that  for  all  she  knows  (which  is 
precious  little  according  to  our  stand- 
ards), we  may  be  only  five,  and  in  that 
case  we  aren’t  allowed  a card  unless  ac- 
companied by  an  adult,  etc.,  etc.  Glumly 
we  surrender  the  book  and  . . . 

I have  read  of  many  murders  of  libra- 
rians. If  the  deed  were  performed  under 
such  strong  motives  as  “we”  have  had, 
then  I,  for  one,  would  declare  it  justifi- 
able homicide.  I have  it  from  good 
sources  that  “we”  was  arrested  for  his 
murder  of  the  librarian,  and  was  marked 
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■constructively  present  on  the  following 
day,  and  although  in  jail  and  unable  to 
write  “our”  book  report,  was  not  marked 
with  a zero,  but  allowed  to  make  up  the 
test  (which  “we”  passed  with  flying 
colors,  because  he  had  been  studying  the 
book  in  the  jail) . Not  only  this,  but  when 
“we”  was  brought  to  trial,  we  sat  facing 
the  jury  in  the  witness  chair,  with  his 
knees  crossed  and  his  trousers  at  half- 
mast,  and  the  jury  was  so  influenced  by 


his  beautiful  sox  that  they  acquitted  “us.” 

How  much  truth  there  is  to  this  story, 
I do  not  know,  but  I do  know  that  when 
“we”  finished  college,  “we”  became  the 
chief  editor  of  the  editorial  page  of  a large 
Boston  newspaper. 

[Through  much  research  I have  just 
learned  that  the  book  assigned  in  the  above 
case  was  written  by  Col.  Charles  Lind- 
bergh, and  was  entitled  simply  “WE.”] 
Harold  T.  Coffin,  ’41 


MOURNFUL  MEDITATION 

Before  my  Maker  I affirm 
I have  no  fear  to  die ; 

But,  oh,  good  Lord,  if  death  must  come, 
Then  let  it  wait  until  I sleep 
And  cannot  think  of  man’s  life  past 
Mid  dirt  and  filth  and  misery. 

Oh,  Man ! your  system  built  through  many 
years 

By  billions — nay,  by  more — of  lives  : 
Your  stately  buildings  towering  high 
Are  tottering,  crumbling  fast 
Mid  gasses  made  with  filthy  fungus, 
Growing  wild  and  running  rampant. 
Creeping  free, 

It  spreads  on  still,  it  pushes  up, 

Each  new  extension  smelling  sweet  and 
fresh 

To  those  whose  legs  and  arms  and  souls 
Are  by  its  tendrils  caught, 

Their  noses  wrinkled  with  disgust 
At  fetid  fumes  from  depths  below, 
Oblivious  to  the  obvious  fact 
That  intensity  grows  with  years ; 

And  that  their  growth,  in  time  to  come, 
Will  be  as  vile  as  that  below, 

Till  art  and  thought  and  moral  men 
Shall  be  engulfed,  without  a doubt, 

In  flotsam,  jetsam  of  their  own  creation, 
And  all  that  remains,  memorial  to  them, 
A great  morass  which  smells  to  heaven. 

L.  Eric  Liberman,  ’38 


FOR  A CLASS  SONG 

(To  be  sung  to  the  tune  of  “Thanks  for 
the  Memories” ) 

Thanks  for  the  memories 
Of  lessons  left  undone, 

Of  prizes  never  won ; 

At  times  we  might  have  grumbled, 

But  it  really  was  great  fun. 

How  lovely — it  was. 

Thanks  for  the  memories 
Of  plums  that  came  so  easy, 

Of  jokes  just  slightly  wheezy; 

If  we  seemed  dumb,  forgive  us, 

Cause  it  wasn’t  all  so  breezy. 

How  lovely — it  was. 

Many’s  the  time  that  we  flunkted, 

And  foo  were  the  times  that  we  passted, 
But  O,  it  was  swell  while  it  lasted — 

Our  masters’  puns 
With  some  harm  done, 

And  thank  you,  so  much. 

T’was  strictly  entre  nous 

(We  think  that  that’s  French  II), 

So  you  see  we  did  learn  some  things. 
Though  they  were  very  few, 

Awfully  glad  to’ve  met  you  ; 

Cheerio  and  Toodle-doo — 

And  Thank  You — So  Much. 

Merritt  B.  Saldinger,  ’38 
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THE  FLAME  OF  THE  CANDLE 


The  forest  seemed  to  know  that  it  was 
doomed.  The  wind  whispered  of  despair 
as  it  sighed  through  the  tree-tops.  The 
lofty  pines  speared  the  skies,  sturdy  and 
straight,  dropping  a green  mantle  over 
the  hillside,  over  the  forest  path — all  in 
silence — against  which,  the  figure  of  a 
man  was  contrasted.  Wharton,  Jr.,  was 
short  and  heavy-set ; he  puffed  when  he 
walked,  blustered  when  he  stopped : a 
man  of  affairs,  a man  of  business,  of  the 
world.  He  was  blustering  now ; he  had 
stopped.  He  was  triumphantly  happy. 

Wharton,  Jr.,  did  not  like  the  forest. 
He  smiled  at  his  quiet  father’s  intention 
of  preserving  this  area,  a sanctuary  for 
wild  life,  a retreat  for  those  whom  the 
world  neglected — of  preserving  it,  even 
after  he  had  passed  on.  The  woods,  with 
their  quiet,  were  fodder  for  balmy  poets. 
But  Wharton,  Jr.,  did  like  the  forest  for 
one  thing.  Above  him,  he  saw  prime  tim- 
ber, lumber,  practical  and  material  gain. 
He  had  come  here  to  make  a decision.  He 
was  a practical  man ; his  was  a practical 
decision. 

Once  again  he  puffed  onward.  The  sun 
setting  in  the  west  had  been  swallowed  up 
by  heavy  clouds,  dark  chargers  that  raced 
against  a solemn,  winter  sky,  bordered 
with  a single  line  of  gold.  The  wind — 
once  a gentle  plea  for  mercy ; now,  a mur- 
mur of  dissent ; then,  a crashing  roar  of 
revenge,  trumpets  and  drums  of  the  com- 
ing storm — threw  itself  against  a solitary 
figure,  bewildered  by  its  rapidity.  Then, 
darkness  closed  in ; the  narrow  gold  band 
that  held  them  apart  thinned,  and  the  sky 
joined  the  earth.  Wharton,  Jr.,  fought 
down  a sense  of  panic.  Panic  at  what? 
He  knew  these  woods — these  woods  that 
had  been  his  playground.  Confound  the 
trees,  anyway ; he’d  settle  when  he  reached 
his  estate.  The  storm  crescendoed.  The 
crepuscular  darkness  chilled  him  with 
confusion.  He  leaned  into  the  gale,  threw 


himself  onward. 

A mile  to  go  in  this  darkness  if  he  fol- 
lowed the  trail.  Plans  took  shape  in  his 
perplexed  brain.  A sudden  decision,  and 
he  veered  into  the  underbrush,  thence  to 
cut  across  an  “S”  curve  of  the  trail  he 
knew  so  well. 

Two  hundred  and  fifty  yards.  The 
charged  dusk  had  deepened  into  a black- 
ness. Heavy  snow  flakes  dropped  from 
a heavier  sky,  formed  on  a frozen  earth. 
Two  hundred  and  fifty  yards.  The  heavy 
features  of  Wharton,  Jr.,  had  deepened 
into  a face,  purple  with  fear  and  rage  and 
cold ; purple  around  wide  eyes  of  terror. 
His  hands  were  out  in  front  warding  off 
the  branches  that  seared  his  face,  and  tore 
at  his  clothes.  His  uncertain  feet  stum- 
bled on  a protruding  root,  gave  way  as  he 
fell  to  his  knees.  His  wild  eyes  followed 
up  the  trunk  of  the  gnarled  oak  that 
seemed  to  raise  its  twisted  arms  to  heaven 
against  him.  He  cursed  the  tree,  pushed 
himself  to  his  feet,  staggered  on  into  the 
gloom.  The  wind  howled. 

* * * * 

The  wind  howled  across  the  flat  stretch 
of  verdant  forest  up  a rise  of  young  birch, 
snatched  up  the  smoke  from  a squat  hun- 
ters’ lodge,  drove  it  against  a grove  of 
evergreens  banked  behind  the  building. 
“Chuck”  roused  himself  from  a half- 
sleep ; pushed  up  from  his  rustic  seat  of 
split  cedar ; dropped  a log  onto  the  fire- 
place embers  ; and  turning,  pondered  som- 
nolently the  heavy  sleep  of  his  two  mates, 
deepened  by  a day  of  outdoor  sport.  Once 
again  he  dreamed  into  the  flames.  How 
he  prefered  the  woods  for  a few  days 
over  the  rush  of  the  office ! Peace  and 
the  silence  of  natural  beauty.  Sometimes 
he’d  shuffle  along,  admiring  the  beauties 
of  God’s  architecture,  the  lofty  group  of 
pines ; sense  the  quiet  repose  of  the  green 
silence ; wonder  at  the  ample  arch,  into 
the  forest  cathedral,  of  limbs  dropped 
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from  sturdy  trunks,  flanking  the  long 
nave.  Somehow,  out  here,  he  seemed  ele- 
vated. He  roused  himself  again.  How  a 
log  fire  sets  a man  thinking  ! 

For  the  first  time  he  realized  that  dark- 
ness had  come  down  with  a heavy  snow. 
He  touched  a match  to  a candle,  watched 
it  blaze,  glow,  begin  to  eat  itself  away; 
stood  pensively  contemplating  it.  The 
candle  light  found  its  way  across  the  room. 
* * * * 

The  candle  light  found  its  way  through 
the  window  of  the  lodge,  down  through 
the  fall  of  young  birches,  and  onto  the  flat 
stretch  of  verdant  timber. 

Eight  hundred  yards.  The  blackness 
was  complete,  the  snow  had  hardened  into 
a driving  sleet.  It  glazed  the  trees,  the 
stones,  put  a sharp  crust  on  the  snow. 
Eight  hundred  yards.  The  disruption  of 
Wharton,  Jr.,  was  complete.  He  sensed 
fear  alone,  fear  of  the  trees  he  was  to  con- 
demn, fear  of  the  odious  blackness,  fear 
of  his  own  weakness  as  he  trembled,  stag- 
gered and  fell.  Again  he  fell ; again  his 
eyes  followed  up  the  root  of  a gnarled  oak, 
riveted  on  the  twisted  arms  flung  against 
the  sky.  It  was  the  same  tree.  His  exer- 
tion had  been  useless ; he  fell  back,  weak 
and  alone.  He  cursed  the  gloom,  the 
storm,  the  trees. 

Through  the  trees,  through  the  verdant 
forest,  the  soft  candlelight  came  to  him. 
With  silent  wonder  he  watched  it,  verified 
it  as  it  registered  on  his  dulled  senses. 
Finally,  he  wrenched  himself  from  his 
numbness,  stretched  out  towards  the  ray 
of  hope — hope,  not  in  his  own  safety,  but 
of  revenge  to  those  trees,  that  were  to  him 
living  enemies,  enemies  that  struck  at 
him,  tripped  him,  tore  at  his  life.  Every 
one  would  fall.  That  was  the  joy  of 
Wharton,  Jr. 

Then  his  legs  gave  way,  and  he  dragged 
himself  through  the  snow  that  cut  him. 


But  always  he  watched  the  flame  of  the 
candle ; in  that  light  he  put  his  trust,  his 
future.  It  was  his  only  friend  against  a 
world  of  enemies.  He  crawled  through 
the  low  bushes,  threw  himself  to  his  feet; 
but  the  cold  had  numbed  him,  and  he 
stumbled  on,  pushing  from  one  tree  to  an- 
other. He  studied  the  light  as  he  ap- 
proached it,  mechanically ; he  studied  the 
white  light  that  compassed  from  it  as  the 
cold  bit  at  his  raw  face,  as  the  trees  struck 
at  his  senseless  limbs ; he  threw  himself 
on,  and  his  brain  knew  only  the  flame  of 
the  candle  and  the  chance  for  revenge  that 
it  held.  But  the  flame  of  the  candle 
jumped,  turned  blue;  and  the  darkness 
reached  down  from  the  trees  and  closed 
in  on  the  spot  of  light. 

The  brush  of  morning  had  gilted  the 
eastern  sky,  the  color  had  deepened, 
shaped  into  a red  sphere  that  ascended 
high  over  a new  day.  Its  abundant  radi- 
ance dropped  onto  a white  wonderland, 
filled  the  silent  trees  that  laced  their 
branches  against  a blue  sky,  filled  the  ver- 
dant forest,  even  penetrated  the  ever- 
greens hanked  against  the  hill.  The  forest 
seemed  now  content,  satisfied — its  beauty 
enhanced  by  the  pure  white  robe  that  cov- 
ered the  ugly,  brown  earth,  the  stark  rocks 
that  disrupted  it,  the  lifeless  form  that 
had  reached  for  final  support  to  a tree. 
The  sunlight  spread  everywhere. 

It  poured  into  the  hunters’  lodge  where 
“Chuck”  yawned,  passing  a hand  over 
sleepy  eyes,  arose  from  his  seat,  and  ap- 
proached the  sun-filled  window,  and,  still 
rubbing  his  eyes,  looked  out  through  the 
happy  woodland.  His  look  fell  onto  the 
candle,  now  a pool  of  wax  and  a fallen 
wick.  Foolish,  headlong  thing — a victim 
of  its  own  doing.  He  stood  meditating 
over  it. 

Charles  H.  Savage,  Jr.,  ’38 
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□UR  LORDS  AND  MASTERS 


Mr.  Cannell — Room  209.  Born  in  1880. 
Attended  Tufts  where  he  played  four 
years  of  baseball  and  starred  in  four  years 
of  football.  Was  leading  football  official 
in  college  games.  Married,  he  has  two 
children.  Has  taught  Mathematics  at 
B.  L.  S.  since  1921.  when  he  came  here 
from  Commerce. 


Received  his  A.B.  from  Boston  College  in 
1924,  and  his  A.M.  in  1926.  Was  General 
Manager  of  “The  Heights  Weekly”  and 
an  assistant  editor  of  “The  Stylus.”  He 
was  active  in  boxing  and  debating.  Mar- 
ried, he  has  two  children,  one  attending 
Girls’  Latin  School,  the  other  a boy  of 
seven.  He  is  now  working  for  a Ph.D. 
from  Columbia.  Is  Business  Adviser  of 
the  Register.  He  teaches  Latin. 


Mr.  C.  B.  Cleary — Room  118.  Born  in 
1897.  Graduated  from  Boston  Latin 
School  with  the  Class  of  1915.  Received 
his  A.B.  from  Boston  College  in  1920  and 
his  Ed.M.  from  Harvard  in  1932.  Ar- 
rived at  B.  L.  S.  in  1922.  Manages  the 
Latin  Club,  keeping  it  a small,  learned 
body.  Teaches  Latin. 


Mr.  Wenners,  A.B.,  A.M.  Room  117. 
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If  you  wonder,  O gentle  reader,  why 
we  quote  the  following,  blame  it  on  the 
spring.  This  rhyme  comes  from  “Husk- 
ings”  in  “The  Northeastern  News,” 
Northeastern  University,  Boston. 

A sultan  was  mad  at  his  harem, 

It  got  so  he  just  couldn’t  bear  ’em. 

So  he  caught  him  a mouse — 

Turned  it  loose  in  the  house, 

Thus  starting  the  first  harem-scarem. 

We  reprint  two  problems  from  the 
Manchester  Grammar  School  “Ulula”  of 
Manchester,  England.  The  answers  are 
below  the  questions. 

1.  Professor  Bolskihoft  achieved  his 
ambition  to  be  the  first  man  to  land  exactly 
on  the  North  Pole,  but  his  handing  was 
not  too  happy  and  the  autogiro  crashed. 
Still,  the  radio  was  working  and  he  had 
some  food,  so  relief  was  just  a matter  of 
time.  Being  a man  of  regular  habits  the 
Professor  took  a walk  every  afternoon, 
the  same  route,  one  mile  south  of  the  Pole, 
then  one  mile  west,  then  back  to  the 
Pole.  What  was  the  length  of  his  daily 
constitutional  ? 

2.  They  need  an  awfully  long  rope- 
ladder  on  the  “Princess  Pocahontas,”  the 
latest  “luxury  cruiser.”  The  first  time 
they  let  it  down  in  Southampton  docks, 
the  end  was  ten  clear  feet  from  the  water. 
But  a high  tide  began  to  run  in  at  4 p.m. 
and  the  water  rose  2 feet  9 inches  an  hour. 
At  what  time  did  the  ladder  touch  water? 

The  answers  are:  1.)  3 miles;  2.) 
Never. 


How’s  this  for  something  simple?  It 
was  printed  in  a recent  issue  of  “The 
North  Star,”  the  paper  of  Wichita  High 
School  North,  Wichita,  Kansas. 

0x9+  1 = 1 
1 x9  + 2=  11 
12x9  + 3=  111 
123x9  + 4=  1111 
1234x9  + 5 = 11111 
etc.,  etc. 


We  acknowledge  receipt  of  the  follow- 
ing school  publications : 

“THE  REGIS” 

Regis  High  School 
New  York,  N.  Y. 

“THE  DISTAFF” 

Girls’  High  School 
Boston,  Mass. 

“THE  ARGUS” 

Gardner  High  School 
Gardner,  Mass. 

“THE  ENTERPRISE” 

Roxbury  Memorial  High  School  (Girls) 
Boston,  Mass. 

“THE  HEBRONIAN” 

Hebron  Academy 
Hebron,  Maine. 

“THE  BOSTONIAN” 

Roxbury  Memorial  High  School  (Bovs) 
Boston,  Mass. 
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“THE  CLARION” 

Jamaica  Plain  High  School 
Boston,  Mass. 

“THE  NODDLER” 

East  Boston  High  School 
Boston,  Mass. 

“THE  JABBERWOCK” 

Girls’  Latin  School 
Boston,  Mass. 

“THE  AUSTIN  ROUND-UP” 
Stephen  F.  Austin  High  School 
Houston,  Texas. 

“THE  DURFEE  HILLTOP” 
Durfee  High  School 
Fall  River,  Mass. 


“THE  COLBY  ECHO” 

Colby  College 
Waterville,  Maine. 

“THE  TATTLER” 

Roslindale  High  School 
Roslindale,  Mass. 

“THE  INDEPENDENCE” 

Kingston  High  School 
Kingston,  Mass. 

“THE  BULLETIN” 

Watertown  Senior  High  School 
Watertown,  Mass. 

M.  IV.  H. 


SCHOOL  NOT] 


It  seems  as  though  the  entire  graduating 
class  is  planning  to  be  at  the  Farewell 
Dance.  Then,  too,  the  Class  Banquet 
should  have  a large  attendance.  Both 
ought  to  be  huge  successes.  But  don’t  let 
Mover’s  enthusiastic  promises  pull  the 
wool  over  your  eyes ; there  will  not  be 
free  cigars  at  the  Banquet.  Mr.  Glover, 
however,  will  be  made  an  honorary  mem- 
ber of  the  class,  thus  injecting  a bit  of 
youth  into  our  midst. 

* * * * * * 

...  I didn’t  believe  it  till  I saw  it  with 
my  own  eyes.  Mr.  Dunn  was  telling  some 
of  us  about  a member  of  last  year’s  class 
who  entered  a college  in  the  Middle  West. 
As  is  the  custom,  his  marks  at  mid-years 
were  forwarded  for  inspection.  Horror 
of  horrors,  his  rating  in  one  subject  was 
a D ! The  fact  that  he  had  done  rather 
well  in  all  his  other  studies  meant  little  in 
the  face  of  that  one  mark.  The  office  was 
in  an  uproar  when  it  was  noticed;  and 


here’s  the  rub — that  “D”  was  in  bowling ! 
(You  read  right  the  first  time.)  That’s 
the  solemn  truth,  and  Air.  Dunn  has 
papers  to  prove  it. 

=S=  * * * * * 

. . . Francis  Murphy  now  has  the  larg- 
est company  in  the  school,  six  squads. 
Stoddard’s  company  has  been  joined  to 
it;  and  should  Murphy  win  a prize,  a du- 
plicate award  will  be  given  to  Stoddard. 

3>jC  5»C  jjc  5fc  jfc 

...  I see  by  the  papers  : “Sarasota,  Fla. 
A Revere  boy  named  Zola  was  given  the 
shortest  tryout  in  the  history  of  baseball. 
Three  balls  were  thrown  to  him  by  Herb 
Pennock,  and  he  was  advised  to  retire.” 
(Some  of  you  may  remember  Zola  as  a 
B.  L.  S.  student  of  last  year.) 

. . . Perhaps  you  saw  that  newspaper 
picture  of  Bernard  Frank.  ’38  interview- 
ing Miss  Lily  Pons  of  the  Metropolitan 
Opera  Company.  As  director  of  the  Bur- 
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roughs  Newsboys  Orchestra,  he  was  get- 
ting some  helpful  hints  on  music.  (Frank 
admits  he  can’t  be  expected  to  know  every- 
thing.) 

. . . This  may  prove  something : The 
enrollment  for  next  year  at  B.  L.  S.  is 
several  hundred  below  average.  (Can  it 
be  that  the  younger  generation — ahem! — 
can’t  take  it  ?) 

. . . James  Breen  has  been  re-elected 
President  of  the  Freshman  Class  at  Tufts, 
an  office  which  he  has  held  since  frosh 
elections  in  the  early  fall.  He  was  gradu- 
ated from  B.  L.  S.  in  ’37. 

...  You  may  have  heard  of  the  New 
England  Model  League  of  Nations.  It 
is  composed  of  several  universities  who, 
as  representatives  of  the  various  nations, 
send  delegates  to  an  annual  assembly. 
“Al”  Kantor,  a B.  L.  S.  alumnus,  was  one 
of  the  delegates  from  Brown  this  year ; 
and  Ernst  Jandorf,  a P.  G.  last  year,  act- 
ed as  representative  from  the  Netherlands. 

. . . M.  Rosenthal  and  M.  P.  Reiser, 
B.  L.  S.  alumni  now  attending  the  Uni- 
versity of  Vermont,  are  doing  rather  well 
for  themselves.  Rosenthal,  a junior,  has 
been  elected  manager  of  the  freshman 
basketball  team  next  year ; and  Reiser,  a 
frosh,  has  received  a J^A-J^B  average 
for  the  first  semester  of  this  year. 

. . . We  thank  M.  G.  ( ??)  for  the  fol- 
lowing: “Yes,  sir,  you  missed  it.  You 


all  should  have  been  at  the  French  Club 
meeting,  March  23,  when  we  had  as  our 
guest  speaker  none  other  than  jovial  Mr. 
Winslow.  Having  taken  a voyage  across 
the  Atlantic  last  summer,  he  was  well 
equipped  with  stories,  humorous  and  en- 
tertaining. 

“As  the  minutes  flew  by  quickly — they 
really  did — it  became  evident  that  Mr. 
Winslow  was  a very  popular  and  likable 
master.  In  fact,  a delegation  of  his  pupils 
was  on  hand  to  hear  him  and  laugh  at  his 
stories.  Besides,  what  he  told,  in  his 
own  delightful  manner,  really  made  us 
laugh  and  enjoy  ourselves.  To  Mr.  Wins- 
low must  go  full  credit  for  providing  the 
Club  with  the  best  meeting  it  ever  had. 

“Mr.  Winslow  owes  his  popularity  to 
the  fact  that  he  has  shown  himself  to  be 
human,  that  he  is  just  like  one  of  us  and 
takes  an  interest  in  us.  Why,  he  even 
speaks  our  “slanguage.” 

Such  a modest  Class  I there  is.  Nearly 
every  one  (there  are  always  exceptions) 
ruefully  confessed  that  their  photographs, 
those  taken  at  Yantine’s,  pictured  some 
strange,  ugly  person.  But  when  I got  a 
chance  to  see  them,  wow ! Hollywood  is 
certainly  overlooking  some  Clark  Gables. 
On  the  other  hand,  what  would  undoubt- 
edly give  baboons  a feeling  of  superior- 
ity are  those  small  pictures  in  strips  of 
six.  In  some  cases,  the  question  “Man 
or  mouse?”  would  be  very  appropriate. 
Anyway,  it  just  shows  that  men,  like  some 
women,  can  utterly  transform  themselves 
by  dressing  up. 


THE  RED  AND  BLACK  CROSSES--ANSWER 


This  puzzle,  printed  last  month,  is  not 
easy  to  solve,  as  you  may  have  found. 
One  method  involves  three  telescoping 
mental  projections,  and  is  very  complex. 
The  one  given  here  is  a simpler  solution. 
Let  us  follow  A — ’s  train  of  thought : “I 
see  that  C — has  his  hand  up,  and  there- 
fore must  see  a red  cross  on  someone’s 
forehead.  Now,  if  my  cross  is  black, 


then  B — must  know  that  C — is  looking 
at  him,  not  at  me.  But  B — is  still  be- 
wildered ; he  has  his  hand  up.  There- 
fore, my  cross  is  red,  not  black  !” 

Russell  J.  Robinson,  ’39 
Editor’s  note:  What  if  A — ’s  cross 
really  WAS  black,  and  B — was  too  be- 
fuddled to  put  his  hand  dozvn  when  he 
saw  this? 
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RAMBLINGS  OF  THE  REGISTER’S  RAVING  REPORTER 


Feb.  28:  At  last ! The  Harvard  appli- 
cations have  arrived.  Alman  filled  out 
two — just  in  case  they  should  reject  one. 

March  1:  Brrr!  . . . Just  got  some 
California  weather  here  today.  . . . Bowen 
spoke  to  the  Physics  Club  on  Steam  En- 
gines. A lot  of  hot  air  gone  to  waste. 
. . . The  pictures  came  back  from  the 
photographer  today.  Egad ! We  can’t 
look  like  that ! . . . Song  heard  in  a waste- 
basket— “My  dear  Mr.  Shea.”  (cute?) 

March  2 : Meeting  of  the  Aviation 
Club.  Flying  models  were  much  in  evi- 
dence, but  the  R.R.R.  was  ejected  after 
asking  for  the  39th  time  to  see  one  fly. 

March  3 : “Bernie”  Rome  thinks  the 
following  would  be  a fitting  caption  for 
the  R.R.R. : 

“I  first  invoke  the  laughter  muse, 
Who  inspires  you  to  roar ; 

But  if  that  lady  should  refuse, 

I’ll  call  on  her  no  more.” 

(Don’t  know  whether  we’ll  take  the 
hint,  but  we  will  change  the  author  rent 
for  taking  up  so  much  space.) 

March  4:  Marks  close  today,  and  still 
we  reiterate,  “Throw  physics  to  the 


dogs!”  (That  last  “s”  on  physics  is  ori- 
ginal ; the  rest  is  by  another  good  writer— 
Shakespeare.) 

March  7 : Thus  spoke  Mr.  Marnell  in 
the  Hall  to  the  I,  II,  III  assembly:  “Bring 
your  folks  to  “Hamlet” ; bring  your 
friends ; bring  your  girl ; and  bring-er-er 
your  fifty  cents.”  . . . For  the  last  time  we 
try  to  get  this  past  the  blue  pencil  of 
Mr.  Marson.  The  CHEESE  AND 
CRACKER  Club  met  today. 

March  8 : Today  those  mighty  rack- 
eteers, the  room  agents  of  ye  Register  met 
in  a body.  The  R.R.R.  spent  two  hours 
trying  to  panhandle  one  cent,  and  failed 
miserably ; what  a mob  ! Quotha  ! 

March  9 : Report  cards  came  out ; as 
usual.  Yours  truly1 s was  “mighty  like  a 
rose.” 

March  10:  “Dick”  Myerson  went  into 
a shop  with  the  sign  of  the  three  balls 
recently  and  evaluated  his  class  ring. 
Now  he  runs  wildly  about,  shouting,  “I 
want  my  money  back  !”  (Don’t  we  all?) 

. . . It  was  a homecoming  when  A.  W. 
Stevens,  '94,  member  of  the  Society  of 
Automobile  Engineers,  addressed  the 
Highway  Safety  Club  on  “New  Trends 
in  Automobile  Designing.” 

March  11 : “Al”  Cohen  (302)  came  up 
with  another  one  of  those  queer  Latin 
translations  when  he  called  “serenus 
voltus,”  “dead-pan.” 

March  14:  After  spending  many  of 
the  best  years  of  our  life  in  B.  L.  S.  we 
found  out  at  the  Assembly  that  we 
couldn’t  get  into  college. 

March  15:  The  Physics  Club  received 
a lecture  on  “Magnetism,  Personal  and 
Otherwise”  from  Dr.  Cohen,  of  the  fa- 
mous Jackmandeveldt  University. 

March  16 : Someone  suggested  we 
model  this  column  on  Neil  O’Hara’s — 
Tres  bien.  . . . My  droop,  draw  up  a 
chair.  . . . Last  Year’s  Favorite  Gag  (or 
today’s  favorite  egg)  : “What  did  the 
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two  numbers  say  when  they  were  added 
up?”  Answer:  “Allelujah.  I’m  a sum.” 

March  17 : Today’s  infernal  quiz:  (1) 
What  is  the  lowest  form  of  humor  (ex- 
cepting this  R.R.R.)  ? (2)  Does  any  one 
think  this  column  is  funny?  (If  so, 
why?)  (3)  How  does  Corman  manage 
to  pass  Physics  every  month?  Answers 
somewhere  else. 

March  18:  (Don’t  blame  the  printer 
for  this  empty  space;  we  were  absent.) 

March  19 : Even  though  its  Saturday, 
we’re  doing  our  homelessons  because 
theres  no  Assembly  Monday. 

March  21  : Here  we  present  a rare  bit 
of  humor.  Its  author,  presumably  a mas- 
ter, prefers  to  remain  anonymous,  and 
after  reading  it,  you  can’t  blame  him : 

‘‘There  are  flat  noses  and  broad  noses, 
narrow  noses  and  pug  noses,  long  noses 
and  short  noses,  but  the  best  nose  of  them 
all  is  the  “Shadow  Knows.” 

March  22  : There  was  a sudden  activity 
in  the  Advertising  Staff  when  Mr. 
Wenners  announced  a twenty  per  cent 
commission  on  all  ads  for  the  program  of 
“Hamlet.”  ...  If  our  face  had  been  a 
little  flatter,  we  should  have  had  a free 
picture  when  the  Camera  Club  took  table- 
top  pictures. 

March  23 : For  a short  while  it  was 
feared  that  flies  had  taken  over  the  show- 
case in  the  Library.  The  causes  of  won- 
der turned  out  to  be  miniature  models 
placed  there  by  the  Aviation  Club.  . . . 
The  boys  in  chemistry  classes  have  fi- 
nally picked  their  theme  song:  “I  Never 
Had  a Chance.”  Boys  taking  geometry 
can  be  heard  singing,  “I’m  looking  for  an 
Angel.”  And  the  choice  of  Mr.  Gordon’s 
Senior  History  class  is  “Aaron  go  Brawe.” 

March  24  : On  the  board  in  Room  334 : 
“334’s  noble  sons,  let  us  flay  alive  the 
trouble-makers  in  335  and  hang  their 


skins  in  the  lunchroom.” 

On  the  board  in  Room  335 : “Down 
with  the  blackguards  in  334 !” 

March  25:  The  battle  of  the  Titans. 
Hayes  and  Bowen  were  measured  to  find 
out  the  taller.  It  was  finally  decided,  by 
the  authority  of  a log-book,  that  both 
runts  were  6'  6". 

March  28 : Pelofsky  went  down  to  the 
doctor  today.  Told  him  he  had  a pain  in 
the  ear  for  the  last  six  hours  and  a pain 
in  the  neck  for  the  last  six  years.  ...  So 
what?  . . . Colonel  Penney  got  got  Kil- 
roy’s  opinion  of  Murphy’s  company  and 
postponed  prize-drill  for  a week. 

March  29:  Some  Class  IIFers 
“crashed”  the  private  Assembly  of  Classes 
I and  II. 

March  30 : Dramatics  Club  rehearsal 
today.  Someone  shouted  to  Osric  not  to 
keep  his  back  to  the  audience.  Reply  of 
one  of  the  spectators  (it  might  have  been 
Hamilt,  but  it  wasn’t)  : “Aw,  leave  him 
alone.  He’s  putting  up  his  best  front.” 

March  31 : Meeting  of  the  Chess  and 
Checker  Club.  For  some  strange  reason 
they  played  chess  and  checkers. 

April  1 : Coach  Fitzgerald  refrained 
from  cracking  jokes;  nobody  put  gum  in 
the  fountains  or  paper  in  the  corridors ; 
Mr.  Marson  did  not  conceive  any  of  those 
ingenious  puns ; and  the  printer  guaran- 
teed to  have  the  next  Register  out  on 
time!  (April  Fool!!) 

April  4 : “Why  does  one  chop  down  a 
tree?”  asks  Miller  the  Red.  “One  must 
chop  it  up  again.” 

April  5 : Query  : Why  is  it  that  when- 
ever we  do  fifteen  lines  of  the  Latin  home- 
lesson,  we  always  get  called  on  for  the 
sixteenth  ? 

April  6 : Register  deadline — The  R.R.R. 
burns  the  midnight  oil  trying  to  get  out  a 
column. 


a a 
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QUIPS 


Master  : “How  would  you  divide  eight 
potatoes  among  three  persons?” 

Pupil : “Mash  them.” 

* * * 

“Cut  it  out.  You’re  driving  me  crazy.” 
“That’s  not  a drive.  That’s  a putt.” 

* * * 


“Give  me  victory  or  give  me  an  alibi.” 

(“The  Simpsonian”) 

* * =(= 

Senior : “By  the  end  of  the  evening  my 
girl  was  so  tired  she  could  hardly  keep  her 
mouth  open.” 

* * * 


Soph  (rushing  into  library ) : “I  want 
the  life  of  Caesar.” 

Librarian  : “Sorry,  but  Brutus  beat  you 
to  it. 

sfc  sfc 


First  pupil:  “Say,  I’m  sorry;  I didn’t 
mean  to  step  on  your  foot.” 

Second  pupil : “That’s  all  right ; I walk 
on  ’em  myself.” 

* * * 


Definitions : ( 1 ) A philosopher  is  a 

blind  man  looking  in  a dark  cellar  for  a 
black  cat  which  isn’t  there.  ...  (2)  Rhu- 
barb is  a kind  of  celery  gone  bloodshot. 
...  (3)  A dream  is  moving  pictures  while 
you’re  asleep.  . . . (4)  An  adult  is  one  who 
has  stopped  growing  except  in  the  middle. 

* * * 

“Going  fishing  without  any  bait  ?” 

“Yes ; it’s  cheaper,  and  I get  the  same 
results.” 

5fc  ;}c 

Doctor : “Is  your  insomnia  getting  any 
better  ?” 

Patient : “Yes.  My  foot  goes  to  sleep 
now.” 

* * * 

“When  I was  18,  I decided  to  get  rich.” 

“But  you  never  did  get  rich.” 

“No;  I decided  it  was  easier  to  change 
my  mind.” 

* * * 


Master:  “What  is  one  half  of  one 
seventh  ?” 

Sixth-Classman  : “I  don’t  know  exactly, 
sir,  but  it  can’t  be  very  much.” 

* * * 

Tourist : “Why  are  those  trees  bending 
over  so  far?” 

Farmer : “Ye’d  be  bendin’  over  too,  sir, 
if  ye  was  so  full  o’  green  apples  as  them 
trees  are.” 

* =t=  * 

The  auctioneer,  after  whispering  with 
an  excited  man  in  the  audience,  held  up 
his  hand  for  silence. 

“I  wish  to  announce,”  he  said,  “that  a 
gentleman  here  has  been  so  unfortunate 
as  to  lose  a wallet  containing  one  thousand 
dollars.  He  tells  me  that  he  will  give  a 
reward  of  $50  to  whoever  returns  it.” 

After  a short  silence,  a man  in  the 
crowd  shouted,  “I’ll  give  $60.” 

* * * 


I here  don’t  have  to  be  any  insane 
asylums  in  Arabia,  we’re  told,  because 
there  are  nomad  people  there.  Along  the 
same  line,  we  might  add  that  no  one 
starves  in  Arabia  because  of  the  sand- 
wiches there. 


Johnny  was  strolling  home  much  later 
than  his  usual  dinner  time.  A friend  of 
the  family  accosted  him  and  said,  “Why, 
Johnny,  won’t  you  be  late  for  supper?” 

“Nope,”  replied  Johnny,  “Eve  got  the 
meat.” 
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TRACK  TERMINATES 

The  1938  track  season  closed  with  a 
surge  of  enthusiasm.  As  Coach  Fitz- 
gerald said,  “The  season  was  a great  suc- 
cess. We  should  have  rolled  up  more 
points  than  we  did ; but  in  this  school,  we 
have  brains,  not  brawn.  The  track  team 
had  quality,  but  not  quantity.  The  Regi- 
mental meet  brought  out  this  fact ; for  we 
came  third,  triumphing  over  a strong 
Memorial  team — -a  team  which  heat  us 
earlier  in  the  year.” 

The  Coach  then  mentioned  the  names  of 
a few  of  those  tracksters  whose  perform- 
ances warranted  recognition.  “Frank, 
Riley,  and  Crowley  are  all  very  good  run- 
ners, and  they  deserve  special  mention  for 
the  consistent  running  which  they  did  dur- 
ing the  season.  ‘Ed’  Rowen,  a Class  A 
600-yarder,  is  another  boy  who  deserves 
credit ; for  he,  although  not  a trained  run- 
ner, improved  so  much  during  the  season 
that  he  managed  to  finish  fourth  in  the 
Reggies.  Both  Keefes,  Harry  and  John, 
ran  well  during  the  season.  Arnstein,  a 
Class  C performer — in  his  first  year  on 
the  squad — was  another  fellow  who  con- 
sistently won  points.  He  competed  in 
both  the  broad  jump  and  in  the  hurdles. 
With  his  natural  ability  and  aptitude  for 
work,  he  was  among  the  high  winners  on 
the  team.  George  Mover  was  fairly  con- 
sistent in  shot-putting  for  Class  A. 
Others  who  gained  at  least  fifteen  points 
and  their  letter  are,  Capt.  Ronnie  Cam- 
eron, Martin,  Coughlin,  Glasser,  Ellis, 
Winkeller,  Drake,  Fitzgerald,  Levine, 
Feldman,  Milligan,  Steve  Rowen,  Con- 
nollv,  Miller,  Clark,  and  Manager  Tully.” 


When  the  Coach  was  asked  to  what  he 
attributed  the  successful  season,  he  re- 
plied, “We  were  just  lucky  to  have  several 
outstanding  men  in  different  events.  For 
example,  Frank  was  well  up  in  the  Class 
C ‘440’,  ‘Joe’  Crowley  was  tops  in  the- 
senior  ‘300’,  and  ‘Bill’  Riley  gave  a good 
account  of  himself  in  the  Class  B ‘300’. 
We  were  also  fortunate  in  having  other 
boys  who  were  capable  of  ‘bringing  home 
the  bacon’  by  placing  second,  third,  and 
fourth.” 

Coach  Fitzgerald  was  also  asked  what 
sport,  of  the  three  engaged  in  at  school, 
he  liked  best.  He  answered,  without  any 
hesitation,  “Baseball.  It  means  that  you 
can  get  outside  in  warm  weather.”  He 
further  stated,  “Football  is,  of  course,  a 
cooperative  sport,  hut  the  cold  weather 
and  hard  ground  is  rather  hard  on  the 
boys.  Track  is  without  doubt  an  indi- 
vidual sport,  in  which  everybody  is  for 
himself.  Even  the  relay  is  essentially  a 
non-cooperative  sport,  for  one  poor  run- 
ner can  lose  a race  which  is  ‘set  up.’  Base- 
ball is  a cooperative  sport,  is  not  too 
strenuous,  and  is  played  only  in  pleasant 
weather.  Furthermore,  baseball  is  a 
healthy  sport,  and  helps  build  up  strong 
bodies,  a healthy  pair  of  lungs,  a strong 
arm,  a capacity  for  almost  mechanical 
judgment,  and  a sound  pair  of  legs.” 

With  the  termination  of  these  remarks, 
Coach  Fitzgerald  brought  to  an  end  a suc- 
cessful track  season,  which,  although 
closed  on  paper,  will  probably  live  for  a 
long  time  in  the  memory  of  those  who 
have  had  the  good  fortune  to  win  their 
letter. 


P.  R.  L. 
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BASKETBALL 

As  the  sound  of  the  referee’s  whistle 
blared  forth  across  the  floor  of  the  drill 
hall,  an  old  sport  was  reorganized  and  be- 
gun again.  For  the  first  time  in  many 
years,  basketball  seems  to  be  coming  back 
again — at  least  for  Classes  V and  VI. 
Not  being  permitted  to  take  military  drill, 
the  fifth  and  sixth  class  boys  are  required 
to  have  two  periods  of  gym  per  week. 
During  the  winter  season,  the  basketball 
relay  in  its  various  forms  was  very  pop- 
ular. To  top  off  the  indoor  season,  Mr. 
Patten,  the  gym  instructor,  planned  a 
basketball  tournament  for  nine  Class  V 
rooms.  Some  splendid  games  were 
played,  as  the  scores  will  show,  and  all 
the  players  had  a good  time. 

In  the  first  round,  Room  322  lost  to  229 
by  one  point,  the  score  being  21  to  20. 
The  second  round  saw  Rooms  331,  232, 
234,  and  318  triumph  over  Rooms  229, 
316,  324,  and  223  by  scores  of  29-14, 
26-20,  28-23,  and  32-13  respectively. 

The  semi-final  round  saw  331  nosing 
out  232  by  the  score  of  36-21,  and  318 
outscoring  234  by  the  score  of  26-25. 
The  final  game  between  331  and  318  was 
as  exciting  as  any  other  contest.  331 
managed  to  outpoint  its  opponents  by  only 
five  points,  winning  36  to  31.  The  victors 
had  for  their  first  team  Ogar  and  Abbott, 
forwards ; Capt.  Bobrick  at  center ; and 
Cradwick  and  Lai  at  the  guard  posts. 
Their  second  team  was  composed  of  Di 
Vincenzo,  Colby,  Katzenberg,  Casey, 
Finneran,  and  Sullivan.  The  losers  lined 
up  with  Freeman  and  Wenmark  at  the 
forward  positions;  Capt.  Woolfson  at 
center ; and  Grossman  and  Hanson  at 
guard ; while  their  seconds  had  in  their 
ranks  Lerro,  Robertson,  Dunn,  Cooper, 
O’Connor,  and  Casey. 

In  Mr.  Patten’s  opinion,  the  tourna- 
ment was  a huge  success.  The  players 
were  well-satisfied,  and  the  attendance  at 
the  games  indicated  that  the  students  were 
very  much  in  favor  of  the  revival  of  bas- 
ketball as  a school  sport. 

The  tournament  is  to  be  an  annual 


affair,  with  the  possibility  of  inviting  some 
of  the  other  junior  high  teams  in  the  city 
to  participate. 

P.  R.  L. 

HOCKEY 

During  the  first  season  of  its  existence, 
the  Independent  Hockey  League  pros- 
pered amazingly  well.  At  the  end  of  the 
season,  the  league  was  composed  of  six 
teams  from  English,  Latin,  Commerce, 
Jamaica,  Brighton,  and  Mechanic  Arts. 
The  attendance  required  to  meet  all  ex- 
penses was  500  people  for  each  game. 
The  attendance  for  each  game  was  well 
over  500,  once  exceeding  1000.  After  the 
final  game,  it  was  seen  that  Latin  was  tied 
for  first  place  with  Commerce. 

Let  us  review  briefly  the  Latin  schedule  : 

1st  game:  Latin  2 — Jamaica  1 (goals 
by  Radley  and  J.  Mulhern)  ; 2nd  game: 
Latin  4 — Mechanics  1 (goals  by  Ivelty, 
Radley,  Clark,  and  R.  Mulhern)  ; 3rd 
game:  Latin  1 — Commerce  1 (goal  by 
Radley)  ; 4th  game : English  3 — Latin  1 
(goal  by  Clark). 

1 he  Kelty-J.  Mulhern-Connolly  line 
graduates  this  year,  but  the  second  and 
third  lines  of  Clark-R.  Mulhern-Higgins 
and  Boyle-Lawson-O’Hare  will  be  intact 
for  at  least  one  more  year.  Latin  showed 
better  teamwork  in  her  first  lines  of  for- 
ward and  defense  than  any  other  club  in 
the  circuit.  The  first  defense  line  of 
Radley-Hoar  will  be  with  us  for  another 
year,  but  we  lose  by  graduation  the  second 
defense  of  McLaughlin-O’Connor.  The 
goalies,  Ryan  and  Kelley,  will  both  play 
for  one  (or  two)  more  years. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  single  out  any 
star  or  stars  on  the  team,  as  everv  player 
showed  his  very  best  at  all  times.  It  is 
simple  to  account  for  the  low  number  of 
goals  tallied  by  our  opponents,  in  view  of 
the  hard  checking  and  headwork  of  Hoar 
and  Radley,  and  the  consistent  vigil  kept 
over  the  sacred  net  by  Kelley  and  Ryan. 

We  wish  to  extend  our  thanks  to  Mr. 
Gordon  and  Guy  Ciampa  for  their  good 
work  in  coaching  and  managing  the  team. 
We  only  hope  that  the  Boston  School 
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Committee  will  recognize  the  success  of 
our  Independent  League  and  offer  its  fi- 
nancial support  next  year  and  for  many 
years  to  come. 

E.  R.  B. 

BASEBALL 

“The  success  of  this  year’s  team  de- 
pends on  the  pitching  and  the  coach’s 
brains,”  jokingly  replied  Coach  Fitz- 
gerald, when  queried  concerning  the  cal- 
ibre of  the  1938  Boston  Latin  Baseball 
Team.  He  went  on  to  add,  “Also  on  the 
report  cards !”  The  coach  prophesises, 
however,  that,  in  spite  of  scholastic  diffi- 
culties, this  year’s  nine  is  bound  to  surpass 
last  year’s.  As  is  usually  the  case,  several 
reliable  regulars  were  lost  last  year  by 
graduation,  including  “Dan”  Dacey, 
“Frank”  Slattery,  “Brodde”  Bjorklund, 
“Fred”  Keyes,  and  others.  Nevertheless, 
a few  veterans  are  still  with  us : “Red” 
Radley,  “Ed”  Martin,  “Jim”  Connolly, 
and  of  course  “Lou”  Clement. 

Mr.  Fitzgerald’s  main  problem,  at  pres- 
ent, is  to  choose  a dependable  pitching 
staff  from  the  several  candidates  available. 
Those  under  consideration  are  “Jim” 
Connolly,  “Red”  Connolly,  “Lefty”  Sulli- 
van, “Jack”  Foley,  “Dick”  Dobbyn,  and 
“Sid”  Manekofsky.  Judging  by  a recent 
showing  of  Sullivan’s,  when  he  fanned 
eleven  “sluggers”  in  five  innings,  “Lefty” 
should  be  in  uniform  when  the  season 
starts.  Also  sure  bets  are  track-star  Con- 
nolly and  “Jack”  Foley,  brother  of  Har- 
vard’s “Frank”  (you  might  remember: 
Foley  13 — Yale  6). 

At  this  writing,  “Fitzy”  has  no  actual 
first  baseman.  However,  if  “Goldy” 
Goldenberg  shows  promise  as  a catcher, 
last-year’s  substitute  Smith  will  guard  the 
keystone  sack. 

Two  excellent  second  basemen  are 
battling  hand  and  foot  for  the  job,  but 
“Bob”  Dempsey  (sounds  familiar)  has 
an  advantage  over  his  opponent  by  virtue 
of  “Lou”  Clement’s  three  red  marks.  The 
last  card  put  “Lou”  out  of  the  running  for 
April,  but,  in  May,  Dempsey  will  have 
strong  competition  flung  at  him  again. 


“Red”  Radley,  also  of  football  fame, 
has  a second-year  grasp  on  that  plot  of 
earth  between  second  and  third,  and  in 
very  short  left  field,  conventionally  spoken 
of  as  the  short-stop  position,  which  he 
really  means  to  hold. 

The  “hot  corner”  is  the  source  of  a 
struggle  between  McAvoy,  Rooney,  and 
Grainger,  and  Mr.  Fitzgerald  will  prob- 
ably have  to  let  the  boys  draw'  lots  to  de- 
cide wffio  will  hold  down  this  position. 

In  the  outfield,  our  coach  experiments 
with  the  candidates  by  placing  each  one  in 
every  spot  (of  course  at  different  times). 
The  three  positions  will  eventually  be 
shared  by  “Joe”  Crowley,  “Tom”  Hig- 
gins, “Ed”  Martin,  and  “Bill”  Riley,  all 
very  capable  of  caring  for  the  pasture 
lands. 

Mr.  Fitzgerald  intends  to  distribute 
thirty  uniforms  to  the  same  number  of 
players  before  the  first  game.  This  does 
not  mean,  however,  that  these  thirty  boys 
can  relax  for  the  rest  of  the  season.  The 
coach  will  probably  keep  forty,  perhaps 
even  more,  at  daily  practice,  w'ho,  if  their 
playing  surpasses  that  of  the  so-called 
regulars,  will  relieve  these  latter  of  the 
cap,  shirt,  and  pants  with  the  purple  trim- 
ming, and  who  will  receive  an  opportunity 
thereby  to  prove  their  w^orth  under  actual 
game  conditions.  This  system,  advocated 
in  all  sports  by  our  worthy  mentor,  keeps 
the  regulars  on  their  toes  and  brings  to 
light  prospects  possibly  overlooked  in  the 
earlier  part  of  the  season. 

When  this  writing  appears  in  print,  the 
first  game  will  probably  have  been  played 
during  the  spring  vacation  on  April  21. 

We  wish  to  congratulate  and  thank 
Manager  “Eddie”  Rowren  and  Assistants 
“Harry”  Keefe  and  “Wally”  Schneider 
for  the  splendid  wrork  they  have  put  in 
thus  far,  all  of  which  tends  to  produce  a 
winning  ball  club.  We  also  offer  our 
sympathy  to  George  Casey  of  Class  III 
who,  sure  of  receiving  a uniform  the  next 
day,  slid  on  his  way  into  the  clubhouse  at 
Healey  Field  and  broke  his  collarbone. 
Better  luck  next  year,  George  ! 

E.  R.  B. 
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Compliments  of 


A FRIEND 


NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

BOSTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 

Pre-legal  Programs 

Applicants  for  the  Massachusetts  Bar  examinations  must  have 
completed  one=half  of  a regular  college  course  before  registering  in 
a school  of  law. 

Persons  qualified  for  admission  may  pursue  pre=legal  programs 
in  Northeastern  University.  The  day  program  is  restricted  to  men; 
the  evening  program  is  available  to  both  men  and  women.  These 
programs  prepare  for  admission  to  either  the  Day  or  Evening  School 
of  Law  of  Northeastern  University. 

Applications  for  admission  are  now  being  received 

Catalogs  sent  upon  request.  Use  the  coupon  below. 


Name 

Address 


Please  send  me  a catalog  including  the 

Cherk  hprp  □ evening  pre-legal  program 
□ day  pre=legal  program 


11 


Please  mention  The  Register 
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H.  W.  Peters  & Co. 

INC. 


“Official  Jewelers  of  Class  of  1988 ” 


5174-78  Washington  Street 


Boston 


DRILL  UNIFORMS 
For  34  Years — Famous  For 

BETTER  FITTING  and  LONGER  WEARING 

Uniforms 

Every  uniform  guaranteed  not  to  streak  when  washed 
Our  Prices  are  the  same  you  pay  for  an  ordinary  quality 

ROSENFIELD  UNIFORM  CO. 

15  SCHOOL  STREET  Lafayette  6180  BOSTON 


Please  mention  The  Register 
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Warren  Kay  Vantine 

Studios 

& 

OFFICIAL  PHOTOGRAPHER  FOR 
CLASS  OF  1938 


160  Boy  1st  on  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 


Please  mention  The  Register 
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Smart  High  School  Men 
Naturally  Turn  to  Kennedy’s 
Under-Grad  Shop  for  Their  Clothes 

UNDER-GRAD  SUITS 
UNDER-GRAD  TOPCOATS 
REVERSIBLE  TOPCOATS 
UNDER-GRAD  SHIRTS 

And  a full  line  of  other  Under-Grad  Accessories 
UNDER-GRAD  SHOP  - 4th  FLOOR 

KENNEDY’S 

SUMMER  & HAWLEY 


Greetings  from 


Your 


Deerfoot  Farms 


Milkman 


Souvenir  Photos 
of  Farewell  Dance 
by 

JOSEPH  P.  O’BRIEN 

50c  per  copy 

Exams  Are  Coming! 

PRIVATE  INSTRUCTION 

LATIN  MATH  FRENCH 

For  Information  Call 

George  S.  Levenson,  '16 

School  of 

Educational  Guidance 

44  ORKNEY  RD.,  BRIGHTON 


ASP  8278 


EVENINGS  6-8 


Please  mention  The  Register 
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THE 

JAMAICA  PRESS 

J.  B.  KAVANAUGH 
Proprietor 


Printing 

Engraving 

Binding 


753  Centre  Street 
Jamaica  Plain 
JAMaica  1661 


RAYMOND’S 

Boston 

HIGH  SCHOOL 
UNIFORMS 

Breeches 

Badges 

Leggings 

Letters 

Cap,  Coat 

Made  to  BOSTON  SCHOOL 
BOARD  SPECIFICATIONS 

Big  Fellers’  Department 
Second  Floor 


Pape.lt^o%W£zzj’ 


150  High  Street,  corner  Oliver  St. 

Mimeograph 

Bonds 

Ledgers 

Envelopes 

Paper  Specialties 

TELEPHONE  HANCOCK  7433 


Please  mention  The  Register 


MIDDLESEX  UNIVERSITY 


Middlesex  University,  chartered  by  the  Commonwealth  of  Massachu- 
setts, offers  professional  courses  in  medicine,  pharmacy,  podiatry,  and 
veterinary  medicine. 

Two-year  pre-medical,  one-year  pre-veterinary  and  4-year  courses 
leading  to  A.B.  and  B.S.  degrees  are  given  in  the  College  of  Arts  and 
Sciences. 

Faculty  of  specialists  for  each  school.  Laboratories  are  modern, 
completely  equipped.  Spacious  95-acre  campus. 

Choose  one  of  the  following  schools  for  thorough  professional  training: 
School  of  Medicine — Four-year  course  leading  to  M.D.  degree. 

School  of  Veterinary  Medicine — Confers  D.V.M.  degree  in  four  years. 
School  of  Podiatry  — Professional  three-year  course  in  Podiatry 
(Chiropody.) 

School  of  Pharmacy — Prepares  for  State  Board  examinations.  Com- 
prehensive two-year  course. 

Graduates  of  Public  Latin  School  admitted  without  examination. 


Write  for  catalog. 

MIDDLESEX  UNIVERSITY,  Waltham,  Mass 


Wadsworth  Press 


TELEPHONE  KIRKLAND  ioi3 
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251  Third  Street 
Cambridge,  Massachusetts 


Please  mention  The  Register 


NORTHEASTERN 

UNIVERSITY 

DAY  DIVISION 

College  of  Liberal  Arte 

Offers  a broad  program  of  college  subjects  serving  as  a foundation  for  the  understanding 
of  modern  culture,  social  relations,  and  technical  achievement.  The  purpose  of  this  program 
is  to  give  the  student  a liberal  and  cultural  education  and  a vocational  competence  which 
fits  him  to  enter  some  specific  type  of  useful  employment! 

College  of  Business  Administration 

Offers  a college  program  with  broad  and  thorough  training  in  the  principles  of  business 
with  specialisation  in  Accounting,  Banking  and  Finance,  or  Business  Management. 
Instruction  is  through  lectures,  solution  of  business  problems,  class  discussions,  motion 
pictures  and  talks  by  business  mem 

College  of  Engineering 

Provides  complete  college  programs  in  Engineering  with  professional  courses  in  the  fields 
of  Civil,  Mechanical  (With  Diesel,  Aeronautical,  and  Aib  Conditioning  Options), 
Electrical,  Chemical,  Industrial  Engineering,  and  Engineering  Administration. 
Students  Belect,  at  the  beginning  of  the  sophomore  year,  the  course  in  which  they  intend  to 
specialize! 

Co-operative  Plan 

The  Co-operative  Plan  provides  for  a combination  of  practical  industrial  experience  with 
classroom  instruction.  Upperclassmen  earn  a portion  of  their  school  expenses  and  make 
business  contacts  which  prove  valuable  in  later  yearn 

Degrees  Awarded 

Bachelor  ef  Arts  Bachelor  of  Science 


EVENING  DIVISION 

(Fon  Men  and  Women) 


Providing  complete  courts*  of  university  grade  In  business  and  law , for  high  echool  graduates 
who  find  it  necessary  to  work  during  the  day  but  with  to  study  for  further  advancement 


School  of  Business 

Programs  in  Accounting,  Management, 
Law  and  Business,  and  in  Engineering  and 
Business,  under  instructors  actually  en- 
gaged in  the  fields  in  which  they  teach. 

73%  of  graduates  hold  executive  positions 
in  business.  Preparation  for  the  C.P.Ai 
examinations.  School  grants  B.  B.  A.  de- 
gree. Individual  courses  available  to 
special  studentsi 


School  of  Law 
Pro  Legal  Department 
Furnishes  to  high  school  graduates  a pro- 
gram of  studies  equivalent  to  the  two 
years  of  college  work  required  for  admis- 
sion to  the  study  of  Law. 

The  School  of  Law 

Prepares  for  the  bar  examination  and  for 
the  practice  of  law.  Case  method  of  in- 
struction; LL.B.  degree  conferred. 


Graduates  of  Botlon  Public  Latin  School  may  he  admitted  without  examinations  if  grades 
are  satisfactory  to  the  Department  ef  Admissions 

Catalogs  or  further  Information  sent  upon  request 

NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

BOSTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 


Please  mention  The  Register 


